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MARK TWAIN HAD HIS PRE-CIVIL WAR HANNIBAL, MISSOURI, FROM WHICH TO WAX 
NOSTALGIC. I, HOWEVER, SHALL FOREVER TREASURE MY MEMORIES OF ELLENDALE, N.D., 
1933-1938 WHEN I ATTENDED SECOND THROUGH SEVENTH GRADES AT ELLENDALE SCHOOL 
WITH MY BOYHOOD FRIENDS AND CLASSMATES WHO ARE, IN MANY WAYS, MORE VIVIDLY 
ETCHED IN MY 67 YEAR OLD BRAIN THAN MANY OF THOSE WHO CAME LATER ON WHEN WE 
LIVED IN MITCHELL, S.D. AND BEMIDJI, MN. 

WHAT FOLLOWS REPRESENTS THE VIEWS OF ONE PERSON ONLY AS SEEN ADMITTEDLY 
THROUGH ROSE COLORED GLASSES AND FILTERED THROUGH THE PASSAGE OF TIME. AFTERALL, 
THE BRAIN IS AN UNBELIEVABLY COMPLEX THING, ESPECIALLY AFTER OVER HALF A CENTURY 
OF USE. 

ELLENDALE WAS A TRANQUIL TOWN, A MICROCOSM OF MIDWESTERN RURAL SMALL 
TOWN LIVING. IT HAD A POPULATION OF ABOUT TWELVE HUNDRED IN THE MID-1930'S-A 
METROPOLIS IN COMPARISON TO WINSHIP, FORBES OR GUELPH. JUST COUNT THOSE 4 
ELEVATORS! OR WAS IT 5? IT WAS JUST THE RIGHT SIZE FOR US GRADE SCHOOL KIDS WHO 
WANTED TO LIVE EACH DAY ALL 4 SEASONS TO THE FULLEST. MY MOTHER WHO WAS RAISED IN 
GARRISON, ND, WHERE I WAS BORN, ALWAYS SAID SHE WOULDN’T WANT TO LIVE IN A TOWN 
THAT DIDN'T HAVE 4 SEASONS. SHE LOVED ELLENDALE. AND SO DID WE ALL. WE GRADE 
SCHOOL KIDS KNEW WE'D LIVE FOREVER JUST HAVING FUN AND ADVENTURES IN EVERY NOOK 
AND CRANNY OF OUR TOWN ESPECIALLY RIGHT AFTER SCHOOL, ON WEEKENDS AND DURING 
THOSE GLORIOUS, LONG CAREFREE SUNNY-SUMMERS. FUNNY, HOW I HAVE NO MEMORIES OF 
RAIN. SNOW, YES, BUT NOT RAIN. 

AFTERALL, BACK THEN ELLENDALE WAS ON THE NORTHERN RIM OF THE GREAT 





DEPRESSION’S INFAMOUS DUST BOWL. IT SELDOM RAINED. IN ‘35 AND '36 THISTLES AND TOP 
SOIL DID PILE UP AGAINST FARMER’S FENCES WEST OF TOWN WHEN THE WIND BLEW. IT WAS 
NO BED OF ROSES AND TIMES WERE HARD FOR MANY. 

ELLENDALE WAS ON A PEACEFUL EXPANSE OF FLATLAND, ALMOST TABLE-TOP LEVEL, 
AND IN CLEAR WEATHER ONE COULD SEE 30 TO 40 MILES IN ALL DIRECTIONS. STREETS WERE 
PAVED WITH GRAVEL AS WAS THE HIGHWAY NORTH TO JAMESTOWN AND SOUTH TO ABERDEEN. 
MY DAD AGREED TO THE MOVE FROM BISMARCK TO ELLENDALE BECAUSE ELLENDALE HAD A 
COLLEGE AND BOTH OF MY PARENTS WANTED DAROLD AND ME TO GO TO COLLEGE SOMEDAY. 

THE DICKEY COUNTY LEADER METICULOUSLY REPORTED THE COMINGS AND GOINGS OF 
THE CITIZENS: “MR. AND MRS. LEFFINGWELL MOTORED TO ABERDEEN LAST SATURDAY IN 
THEIR NEW FORD V-8 TO SHOP AND VISIT FRIENDS.’ 1 IT WAS PERFECTLY NATURAL TO KNOW 
AN AWFUL LOT ABOUT PRACTICALLY EVERYBODY. YOU COULD TALK TO A WOMAN CALLED 
"CENTRAL" ON THE TELEPHONE ANYTIME YOU WANTED TO MAKE A CALL. WE HAD NO FEARS, 
NOT REALLY, AND WE PRETTY MUCH ALWAYS TRUSTED ONE ANOTHER. FEW PEOPLE LOCKED 
THEIR DOORS AT NIGHT. SOMEONE VISITING DOC LYNDE SICK WAS NEWS AND THE CONCERN OF 
EVERYBODY. NO MIRACLE DRUGS IN THOSE DAYS, NO COMPUTERS, NO FANCY VITAMINS, JUST 
MERCUROCHROME, A FEW BAND AIDS, VICKS VAPORRUB AND HANDS-ON COMMON SENSE 
ADVICE ABOUT STAYING OUT OF DANGER AND KEEPING HEALTHY BY EATING AND EXERCISING 
PROPERLY. MOTHER MADE SURE WE DRANK OUR MILK-EVEN GOAT'S MILK FOR A WHILE— 
THAT WE BATHED DAILY AND THAT WE BRUSHED OUR TEETH. BUYING A 1 CEN T GUFSS WHAT? 
OR BUTTERFINGER BAR AT SEHNERT'S BAKERY WAS AN OCCASIONAL EXTRAVAGANCE. 

THE WORKDAYS WERE MARKED AT THE BEGINNING AND END BY A BLAST FROM THE 
STEAM WHISTLE AT THE NORTHERN STATES POWER PLANT AT THE WEST END OF MAIN STREET 
WHERE MY DAD, CHARLES I. PATTERSON, WAS SUPERINTENDENT. 

THERE WERE NO PARKING PROBLEMS AS THERE WERE VERY FEW CARS, NO TRAFFIC 
LIGHTS, NO NEON LIGHTS (EXCEPT FOR A SMALL ONE ON THE LYRIC THEATRE), NO RAUCOUS 
NIGHTCLUBS, VERY FEW BILLBOARDS, AND NO STREET SIGNS TO MARK THE VARIOUS STREETS. 
NOT ALL OF THE BLOCKS AROUND TOWN HAD SIDEWALKS. ELLENDALE DID BOAST A GOLF 
COURSE SEVERAL MILES SOUTH OF TOWN THAT WAS POPULAR WITH THOSE WHO COULD PLAY 
GOLF. THERE WERE GAPING BASEMENT HOLES HERE AND THERE ALONG MAIN STREET TO 
REMIND PEOPLE OF A DEVASTATING FIRE THAT HAD OCCURRED 1 5 TO 20 YEARS PREVIOUSLY. 

WE KIDS REALLY HAD EVERYTHING WE NEEDED OR WANTED: HOMES, A SCHOOL, A 
COLLEGE TO LOOK FORWARD TO, CHURCHES, AN OPERA HOUSE AND A MOVIE THEATRE, AND A 
BUSY MAIN STREET, CONSIDERING THE TIMES. WELL, IT WAS BUSIEST ON SATURDAY NIGHT 





WHEN ALL THE FARMERS CAME TO TOWN. THERE WERE 40 OR 50 BUSINESSES. WE HAD A 
POST OFFICE, BANK, ROBERTSON'S BARBER SHOP, BEN FRANKLIN'S DIME STORE, SEHNERT'S 
BAKERY, HOLTE’S FURNITURE STORE, LEIBY'S DRUG STORE, GRAHAM'S LAW OFFICE, RAY'S 
CAFE, JORGENSON'S TAILOR SHOP, HAFFNER’S MEAT MARKET, VAN HORN'S, DUTTON'S AND 
BLUMER'S GROCERY STORES, THE MILWAUKEE AND GREAT NORTHERN DEPOTS, A HOTEL 
(MOTELS WERE YET TO COME) A CITY HALL WITH POLICE, (ALTHOUGH I DON'T REMEMBER 
EVER SEEING A POLICEMAN), A FIRE WAGON AND A LIBRARY (BOBBIE ADAMS' MOTHER WAS 
THE LIBRARIAN), SEVERAL DRY GOODS AND CLOTHING STORES, (RANDALL'S, COLEMAN'S, 
FEURAN'S), AUTOMOBILE GARAGES, AND GAS STATIONS, A HATCHERY, A WATER TOWER, A 
CREAMERY, A POWER PLANT AND JENSEN'S BLACKSMITH SHOP. WE HAD GOOD DENTISTS AND 
DOCTORS. WHO CAN FORGET DEAR OLD DOC COLEMAN OR DOC LYNDE? PERHAPS DOC LYNDE 
PLAYED THE ROLE MODEL FOR JIM MILES, KEITH SEHNERT AND BART SLEMMONS, WHO ALL 
BECAME PHYSICIANS. DOC LYNDE EVEN MADE HOUSE CALLS OUT INTO THE COUNTRYSIDE! WE 
HAD REALTORS AND TEACHERS AND PREACHERS AND PARENTS (MOST OF US) AND 
GRANDPARENTS AND DOGS AND CATS AND TRICYCLES AND BICYCLES AND WAGONS AND 
SKOOTERS AND A WHOLE PLAYGROUND IN THE SCHOOLYARD WITH A WORKABLE MERRY-GO- 
ROUND, SWING SET AND TEETER-TOTTER. WE HAD A CITY PARK ("NOT MUCH SHADE BUT 
THOSE TREES WILL GROW IN TIME") A SWIMMING POOL (FEW TOWNS THAT SIZE COULD BOAST 
OF HAVING SUCH AN UP-TO-DATE POOL. I WONDER WHICH PROGRESSIVE CIVIC LEADER WAS 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THAT?) WE ALL PRETTY MUCH LOOKED ALIKE, THOUGHT ALIKE AND 
BELIEVED ALIKE. MOST IMPORTANT OF ALL WE HAD BASICALLY GOOD HEALTH, OPTIMISM AND 
THE ENTHUSIASM OF OUR YOUTH. IT MAY HAVE BEEN SUB ROSA. BUT I WAS AWARE OF NO 
SPOUSE OR CHILD ABUSE, NO RED LIGHT DISTRICT, CRIME, DRUGS OR GUN PROBLEMS. I WAS 
ALWAYS TREATED KINDLY AND WITH RESPECT BY MAIN STREET’S BUSINESS PEOPLE. I NEVER 
MET ANY REALLY MEAN ADULT IN THOSE ELLENDALE YEARS. 

JUVENILE DELINQUENCY DIDN'T EXIST, SO FAR AS I COULD TELL. OUR PARENTS, 
TEACHERS, PREACHERS AND CIVIC-MINDED CITIZENS SAW TO IT THAT ESSENTIAL BASIC 
MORALITY WAS TAUGHT AND PUT INTO PRACTICE. WELL, THERE WERE A FEW COLORFUL BUT 
HARMLESS EXCEPTIONS: "TURKEY" MILLER WAS THE ONLY JOBLESS CHARACTER THAT I CAN 
RECALL WHO "LIVED-ON-THE-EDGE," SO TO SPEAK. I VIVIDLY RECALL THE DAY FIRE BROKE 
OUT IN VAN HORN'S GROCERY. THERE WAS "TURKEY" MILLER GOING UP A FIREMAN'S LADDER 
AND CHOPPING A HOLE IN THE ROOF OF THE STORE. WHY? WHO KNOWS! PERHAPS TO MAKE 
THE FLAMES LEAP HIGHER. OR, THE TIME AT THE CARNIVAL WE PAID A DIME TO SEE THE 
JUNGLE WILD MAN BILLED AS "BOMBA" TEAR THE NECKS OFF LIVE CHICKENS AND SUCK RAW 



CHICKEN BLOOD! WHO WAS THIS UNTAMED "BOMBA" FROM THE AMAZON FORESTS CROUCHING 
IN THAT CARNIVAL TENT? UNDER A DISHEVELLED WIG AND DARK MAKE-UP IT WAS OUR 
"TURKEY' MILLER, OF COURSE! HE RECOGNIZED US KIDS AND HIS EYES SAID "PLEASE DON'T 
GIVE ME AWAY" WE DIDN'T. HE NEEDED THE JOB. WE WERE AWESTRUCK! AND ADMIRED HIS 
GUTS! I WONDER WHAT EVER BECAME OF "TURKEY' MILLER. PERHAPS HE JOINED THE RANKS 
OF THE OTHER WANDERERS WHO RODE THE BOXCARS IN THOSE DAYS PICKING UP WORK 
WHENEVER AND WHEREVER. MY MOTHER CHEERFULLY FED THE "BUMS" WHO CAME TO OUR 
BACKDOOR. (THEY WERE YESTERDAYS UNEMPLOYED AND HOMELESS.) "BUM" SONGS WERE 
POPULAR ON THE 78 RPM RECORDS THAT ONE COULD BUY AT BEN FRANKLIN'S. "HALLELUJAH, 
GIVE US A HANDOUT, TO REVIVE US AGAIN." 

MY MOTHER WAS A TYPICAL HOUSEWIFE OF THE DEPRESSION. SHE SAVED THINGS: 
CEREAL COUPONS, RUBBER BANDS, STRING, GLASS JARS, GIFT WRAPPING PAPER, OUTGROWN 
OR WORNCLOTHING, - EVERYTHING FOR THE POSSIBLE "RAINY DAY." SHE ALSO SAVED MY 
REPORT CARDS, WHICH HELPS NOW IN RECALLING THE NAMES OF MY TEACHERS, AND THE 
PRINCIPAL BACK THEN: 2ND GRADE TEACHER WAS MISS ELLA JONES, 3RD WAS JOSEPHINE 
WYCOFF. (SHE SAID I WAS CAPABLE OF DOING BETTER, THAT I WASTED TIME AND WHISPERED 
TOO MUCH!) 4TH WAS MISS RANKIN, 5TH WAS MISS EDNA BRUNS, 6TH WAS MISS EUNICE 
ELLIOTT AND 7TH WAS MISS IONA DE SCHNEAU. (IF THEY EVER ADD ANOTHER GREAT FACE TO 
MT. RUSH MORE, IT SHOULD BE THAT OF IONA DE SCHNEAU!) MR. E.C. INGVALSON WAS THE 
PRINCIPAL, A BENEVOLENT LOOKING GENTLEMAN, BUT I ALWAYS WONDERED WHAT HE DID TO 
THOSE WHO WERE SENT UP TO HIS OFFICE. (FEW EVER GOT SENT THERE UNLESS THEY HAD 
DELIBERATELY "MURDERED, RAPED AND PILLAGED.") DISCIPLINE PROBLEMS WERE USUALLY 
HANDLED EXPEDITIOUSLY RIGHT IN THE CLASSROOM. TEACHERS IN THOSE DAYS HAD MORE 
FREEDOM THAN THOSE OF TODAY. REMEMBER THE DAY CLAUDE NICHOLS WAS NAUGHTY AT THE 
BLACKBOARD IN 7TH GRADE? MISS DE SCHNEAU SIMPLY WALKED OVER TO HIM AND LIFTED 
HIM OFF THE FLOOR BY HIS HAIR. HE QUICKLY ASSURED HER HE WOULD BEHAVE THE REST OF 
HIS LIFE! 

THERE WERE 20 TO 30 STUDENTS IN OUR CLASS, AS I REMEMBER. SOME OF THE NAMES 
I RECALL ARE: KEITH SEHNERT, ORRIN MORROW, ERNEST KING, FRANCIS GIBSON, SHIRLEY 
SHARPE, SHIRLEY NEER, BETTY HARM, BETTY PEEK, JOYCE EVANS, GLADYS SCHMIDT, LEO 
HOUGHTON, BILL RANDALL, BOB COLEMAN, CALVIN MATTHEIS, JACK MILLER, FRANCES AND 
ROSE TUSCHER, ARLENE KOSEL, WALTER MARQUARDT, CLAUDE NICHOLS, HAROLD CARLSON, 
GERALD ROSTIMILLER AND BEVERLY ORTNER. THERE MAY HAVE BEEN OTHERS; I SEE FACES, 
HEAR VOICES BUT CAN'T ATTACH NAMES TO THEM ALL.. PLEASE FORGIVE. SOME OF THE ABOVE 


MAY HAVE BEEN A YEAR AHEAD OR YEAR BEHIND US. 

CERTAIN INCIDENTS IN ADDITION TO THOSE ALREADY DESCRIBED COME TO MIND: 

THE DAY IN 2ND GRADE WHEN THE TEACHER, MISS JONES, READ A STORY ABOUT A 
DUTCH FAMILY WITH A DAUGHTER NAMED " KATINKA." (ACCORDING TO FRED ALLEN GOOD 
JOKES ALWAYS CONTAIN THE SOUND OF CERTAIN LETTERS. "K" IS A SURE-FIRE SOUND 
ASSOCIATED WITH HUMOR. THE SOUND OF THE "K" IN THAT WORD, "KATINKA," PLUS THE 
ASSOCIATION OF "TINK" WITH "STINK" WAS ALL IT TOOK TO GIVE BEVERLYORTNER AND ME THE 
GIGGLES. WHEN BEVERLY (SHE SAT RIGHT IN FRONT OF ME) TURNED AROUND AND SAW ME 
TRYING TO SUPPRESS THE GIGGLES, SHE GIGGLED ALL THE MORE. THIS SET THE WHOLE CLASS 
TO GIGGLING OUT LOUD. MISS JONES QUICKLY SWITCHED TO A DIFFERENT STORY AND KEPT 
BEVERLY AND ME AFTER CLASS FOR A WHOLE WEEK. 

IN 5TH GRADE MISS BRUNS HAD US STAGE A PLAY IN THE FRONT OF THE CLASS ROOM. 
IT CHANGED MY WHOLE LIFE. A WIRE WAS RIGGED FROM WHICH A CURTAIN WAS SUSPENDED 
MADE UP OF WHITE SHEETS (WHAT ELSE, THERE WAS NO OTHER KIND) THAT WE'D BROUGHT 
FROM HOME. IT WAS MY FIRST DRAMATIC EXPERIENCE. I PLAYED AN OLD MAN WITH LUMBAGO. 
I DON'T REMEMBER THE NAME OF THE PLAY BUT WHAT FUN IT WAS, AND I FELL IN LOVE WITH 
THE FIELD OF THEATRE!-AND SPENT MY ENTIRE ADULT LIFE IN IT! 

IT WAS ALSO IN 5TH GRADE THAT KEITH AND I PLANNED A PRANK THAT BACKFIRED. WE 
RIGGED A WIRE 3 INCHES OFF THE FLOOR ACROSS AN AISLE ONE DAY SO THAT JACK MILLER 
WOULD TRIP WHEN HE CAME IN FROM RECESS. JACK TRIPPED ALL RIGHT BUT HARDER THAN 
EXPECTED. KEITH AND I CONFESSED TO THE CRIME. AFTERALL, JACK CUT HIS FACE WHEN HE 
FELL AGAINST A DESK. FOR WEEKS WE STAYED AFTER CLASS, WRITING SENTENCES AND DOING 
CLEAN-UP IN THE CLASSROM UNDER MISS BRUNS' STERN GAZE. IT WAS ALSO MISS BRUNS 
WHO LAUNCHED MY "DANCING CAREER." FOR 5 CENTS PER LESSON SHE OFFERED TAP DANCING 
LESSONS SATURDAYS IN THE GYMNASIUM. THERE MUST HAVE BEEN ABOUT A DOZEN OF US WHO 
LEARNED TO TAP TO "SHUFFLE OFF TO BUFFALO"-A POPULAR TUNE OF THE DAY. I TOOK MORE 
LESSONS IN LATER YEARS AND TAP DANCED AT CIVIC THEATRE FUNDRAISERS IN SIOUX FALLS 
AND AT MY FINAL RETIREMENT PARTY AT S F C AFTER 40 YEARS OF COLLEGE TEACHING AND 
DIRECTING NEARLY 1 00 PLAYS. ASK KEITH, HE WAS THERE AND SAID FRED ASTAIRE COULDN'T 
HAVE DONE BETTER! 

I THINK IT WAS 4TH GRADE WHERE WE MADE A LONG PAPER FILM MADE FROM 
BUTCHER PAPER ABOUT SOME UNIT WE WERE STUDYING, RIGGED UP A CARDBOARD BOX 
THEATRE AND TOOK OUR SHOW TO OTHER CLASSROOMS WHERE EACH STUDENT EXPLAINED 
THEIR CONTRIBUTION TO THE PROJECT TO EACH AUDIENCE. I EXPANDED THAT IDEA INTO A 



HOBBY IN HIGH SCHOOL AND COLLEGE CREATING AND DRAWING DOZENS OF STORIES AND 
SHOWING THEM TO FRIENDS IN A CARDBOARD THEATRE I'D CONSTRUCTED. 

(OF COURSE, I PLAYED ALL THE PARTS MYSELF, SORT OF A ONE MAN SHOW!) 

IN JOSEPHINE WYCOFF'S 3RD GRADE WE STUDIED PIONEERS AND EACH MADE A 
CARDBOARD COVERED WAGON DRAWN BY CARDBOARD OXEN. MISS WYCOFF TOOK A 
PHOTOGRAPH OF US AND OUR PROJECT OUTSIDE ON THE SCHOOLYARD. 

IN MISS ELLIOTT’S 6TH GRADE WE MADE A PUPPET SHOW FOR THE PLAY, "WHY THE 
CHIMES RANG," AND BUILT A MEDIEVAL CASTLE OF PAPER MACHE ON A TABLE-TOP WITH 
NUMEROUS KNIGHTS ON HORSES, LADIES IN WAITING AND ELEGANT ROYALTY. (WHY DIDN'T 
SOMEONE TAKE A PICTURE OF THAT AND OF MORE THINGS WE DID THOSE YEARS?) 

I LEARNED MORE FROM IONA DE SCHNEAU IN 7TH GRADE THAN FROM ANY TEACHER I’VE 
EVER HAD. SHE PUSHED US CONSTANTLY TOWARD PERFECTION AND YET MADE IT ALL SEEM 
WORTH WHILE AND FUN. SHE AND JOSEPHINE WYCOFF WERE GRADUATES OF THE TEACHERS 
COLLEGE AT VALLEY CITY, N.D., WHERE TEACHER TRAINING WAS THE SCHOOL'S SPECIALTY AND 
PRIDE. HER ENERGY AND ENTHUSIASM FOR TEACHING WAS PHENOMENAL! SHE CHARGED 
FULL-TILT INTO EVERY SUBJECT AND NEVER WASTED A MINUTE. SHE ALWAYS MEANT 
BUSINESS. WHEN THE ROOM WOULD GET TOO WARM OR SMELLY AFTER RECESS SHE'D FLING 
OPEN THE WINDOWS LETTING THE FRESH AIR REVIVE OUR MINDS FOR THE BUSINESS AT HAND. 
WE ALL LOVED HER. AND YOU KNOW WHAT? I FIRMLY BELIEVE WE RECEIVED ONE OF 
THE BEST FI FMENTARY SCHQOI EDUCATIONS IN THE NATION! 

IN FACT, IT WAS IN THOSE ELLENDALE YEARS BOTH IN AND OUT OF THE CLASSROOM, 
THAT I FIRST ENCOUNTERED SOME OF THE MAJOR ASPECTS OF HUMAN EXISTENCE: DEATH, 
RELIGION, SEXUALITY, THE LAW, JUSTICE, FREINDSHIPS, ALCOHOLISM, THE DIGNITY AND 
SATISFACTION OF WORK, THE IMPORTANCE OF HONESTY, AND THRIFT, THE PERILS OF FIRE, 
THE PAIN OF POVERTY, THE CHICANERY OF CON-ARTISTS, THE EXHILARATION OF FALLING IN 
LOVE, THE IMPORTANCE OF FREEDOM AND FAIR PLAY, THE PRIDE OF OWNERSHIP, THE FUN OF 
ENTERTAINING OTHERS AND ATTENDING MOTION PICTURE SHOWS, (MADE IN FAR OFF 
HOLLYWOOD), THE AGONY OF DISEASE AND THE FEAR OF OLD AGE, THE AESTHETIC WORLD OF 
DRAMA, ART, MUSIC AND THE WHOLE FIELD OF EDUCATION AND ITS PROMISE OF PROGRESS 
FOR A BETTER COUNTRY AND A BETTER WORLD. 

FOR EXAMPLE: CHARLIE SIZER, THE SHERIFF, LIVED ACROSS THE ALLEY FROM US. HE 
WAS OUR NEIGHBOR TO THE SOUTH, WHEN WE LIVED IN THE "JOHNSON" HOUSE, WHICH WAS 
ACROSS THE STREET JUST WEST OF THE COURTHOUSE. OUR RELATIONSHIP WAS TYPICAL OF 
ELLENDALE FRIENDLINESS. 






THEN ONE DAY CHARLIE SIZER STARTED WEARING A BANDAGE OVER HIS LEFT EAR, BUT 
HE STILL GREETED US CHEERILY AS MY BROTHER DAROLD AND I GALLOPED ACROSS THE 
COURTHOUSE LAWN TO SCHOOL. THEN WE STOPPED SEEING HIM WALKING TO WORK. NOT 
LONG AFTERWARD, WE LEARNED OF CHARLIE'S ILLNESS AND DEATH FROM CANCER. WHAT A 
SHOCK THAT WAS! HIS FUNERAL WAS HELD IN THE YARD OF THEIR HOUSE. ROWS OF CHAIRS 
WERE SET UP TO ACCOMMODATE THE CROWD. IT SEEMED THE WHOLE COUNTY WAS THERE. HE 
LOOKED SO PEACEFUL IN HIS CASKET DRESSED ALL FANCY IN HIS SUNDAY BEST. THE SUNLIGHT 
COMING THROUGH THE BAY WINDOW WHERE HE WAS LAID OUT WAS SURELY FROM HEAVEN. IT 
WAS MY FIRST EXPERIENCE WITH DEATH “UP-CLOSE." OH SURE, SEVERAL GREAT 
GRANDPARENTS HAD DIED BUT THEY LIVED WAY OFF SOMEWHERE AND I WASN'T TAKEN TO 
THEIR FUNERALS. CHARLIE SIZER WAS A MAN WE KNEW AND ADMIRED. DR. ROBINSON'S 
DEATH IN MARK TWAIN'S TOM SAWYER HAD BEEN MY FIRST “LITERARY DEATH" AND, OF 
COURSE, WE WERE USED TO BAD GUYS GETTING SHOT IN THOSE BUCK JONES/TOM MIX 
WESTERNS. BUT CHARLIE SIZER'S DEATH WAS FOR REAL, NOT ONLY THE SIGHT OF IT BUT ALSO 
THE SMELL. MOTHER EXPLAINED THAT THE POWERFUL STRANGE ODOR WAS CAUSED BOTH BY 
THE BANKS OF FLOWERS THAT WERE EVERYWHERE AROUND HIM AND ALSO BY THE EMBALMING 
FLUIDS THE HOLTE BROTHERS HAD TO USE. 

THE THREAT OF DEATH AROUND ELLENDALE WAS MOST EVIDENT IN THE WINTER WHEN 
RED SIGNS WOULD BE NAILED TO HOUSES THAT HAD DIPHTHERIA, SCARLET FEVER, ETC. WE 
KIDS LOOKED ASKANCE WITH AWE AT SUCH LURID SIGNS AND RESPECTFULLY KEPT OUR 
DISTANCE WHILE FANTASIZING ABOUT THE AWFUL AGONIES THAT WERE SURELY TAKING PLACE 
BEHIND THOSE DRAWN SHADES. MOM SAID WE WOULDN'T GET THOSE DREAD DISEASES 
BECAUSE WE'D BEEN VACCINATED. 

ELLENDALE HAD NO "FUNERAL HOME," BUT THE BODIES WERE "FIXED UP" FOR BURIAL 
IN HOLTE'S FURNITURE STORE BETWEEN THE BANK AND SEHNERT'S BAKERY ON THE SOUTH 
SIDE OF MAIN STREET. THEIR HEARSE WAS SORT OF A STRANGE, MACABRE-LOOKING, PALE- 
GREEN DELIVERY WAGON WITH CURTAINED SIDE WINDOWS. A SCARY SIGHT! FROM THEN ON I 
KNEW THAT DEATH WAS THE FINAL CHAPTER TO LIFE IN THIS WORLD. 

I LISTENED MORE CAREFULLY TO WHAT WAS SAID ABOUT LIFE AND DEATH IN CHURCH. 

I LIKED THE PIPE ORGAN AND STAINED GLASS WINDOWS, MRS. ST. JOHN MY SUNDAY SCHOOL 
TEACHER AND THE FABULOUS POT LUCKS IN THE CHURCH BASEMENT. BECAUSE JOHN WESLEY 
TAUGHT PACIFISM, WE METHODISTS WERE SUPPOSED TO RESOLVE CONFLICTS THROUGH 
PEACEFUL DISCUSSION AND MEDIATION. TRANSLATED: MOTHER AND DAD TOLD MY BROTHER 
DAROLD AND ME TO "COME RIGHT HOME" IF SOMEONE STARTED TO FIGHT. BESIDES IT WOULD 



COST GOOD MONEY TO REPLACE BROKEN GLASSES. 

YES, ELLENDALE HAD "RELIGION"! WELL, AT LEAST THEY HAD AT LEAST 1 2 CHURCHES, 
MAYBE MORE. AT ONE TIME I COULD NAME THEM ALL AND ONCE RODE MY BIKE AROUND TOWN 
TO HAVE A LOOK AT EACH ONE OF THEM. I THOUGHT, WHY SO MANY? WHY NOT BUILD JUST ONE 
BIG ONE? AFTER ALL, DIDN'T EVERYBODY BELIEVE IN GOD? GRADUALLY I LEARNED THAT THE 
BIBLE WAS OPEN TO A ZILLION INTERPRETATIONS AND THAT IT WAS REALLY A BIG, BIG DEAL 
TO SOME PEOPLE WHETHER YOU WERE SPRINKLED OR DUNKED, WHETHER YOU COULD EAT AND 
DRINK WHAT YOU PLEASED, LIKE HAVING TO EAT FISH ON FRIDAYS, OR YOU COULD NEVER 
TOUCH ALCOHOL-NOT EVEN IN VANILLA FLAVORED BAKED COOKIES! THAT LATTER ITEM 
APPLIED TO US PATTERSONS. MY MOM BOUGHT "NON-ALCOHOLIC VANILLA" AT BLUMER’S 
GROCERY STORE AND BELONGED TO THE W.C.T.U. MY DAD DIDN’T SMOKE; HE DIDN'T DRINK, 
EVER-NOT IN HIS WHOLE ENTIRE LIFE! I RESPECTED HIM, SO I GUESS I UNCONSCIOUSLY 
FOLLOWED HIS EXAMPLE ON THAT SCORE. I ONLY SMOKED CIGARS AND PRETENDED TO GET 
"PLASTERED" LATER ON WHEN I ACTED SUCH PARTS IN STAGE PLAYS IN HIGH SCHOOL, COLLEGE 
AND IN NEW YORK CITY WHEN I WAS STUDYING ACTING AT THE AMERICAN ACADEMY OF 
DRAMATIC ARTS. 

MOTHER HAD ME DROP OUT OF BOY SCOUTS IN ELLENDALE WHEN SHE SOMEHOW FOUND 
OUT THAT OUR SCOUT LEADER, COACH EHLERS, SMOKED CIGARETTES! IT WAS COACH EHLERS 
WHO TRIED TO TEACH ME TO SWIM PROPERLY IN THE TOWN'S NEW SWIMMING POOL IN THE 
SOUTHEAST PART OF TOWN. I NEVER DID LEARN MUCH BEYOND "DOG-PADDLING" BUT AT 
LEAST HE TAUGHT DAROLD AND ME NOT TO BE AFRAID OF THE WATER. I REMEMBER 
ELLENDALE'S WATER WAS SOMETHING YOU HAD TO GET USED TO, ESPECIALLY TO DRINK IT. 

I'D KNOWN THE DIFFERENCE "DOWN THERE" BETWEEN BOYS AND GIRLS BY THE AGE OF 
5 BEFORE WE CAME TO ELLENDALE WHEN WE LIVED IN BISMARCK, ND., A NEIGHBOR GIRL 
SHOWED ME SHE WASN'T WEARING ANYTHING UNDER HER DRESS. I SMILED BUT I DIDN'T 
SHOW HER A NYTHING.IT WAS IN ELLENDALE, HOWEVER, DESPITE THE LACK OF SEX EDUCATION 
AT HOME, CHURCH AND SCHOOLTHAT I SOMEHOW REALIZED THE BASIC CONNECTION BETWEEN 
THIS UNIQUE PROCESS CALLED SEXUAL INTERCOURSE AND WHERE BABIES COME FROM. 
BESIDES, I NOTICED THERE WERE NO STORKS SITTING ON CHIMNEYS IN ELLENDALE. I'D HAVE 
LEARNED A LOT SOONER, I SUPPOSE, ABOUT THIS FASCINATING SUBJECT HAD I GROWN UP ON A 
FARM. US CITY KIDS DIDN'T HAVE ALL T HE ADVANTAGES. OH YES, WE GIGGLED EVERY SPRING, 
WATCHING ROVING BANDS OF DOGS CAVORT ABOUT TOWN OBVIOUSLY ENJOYING THEIR 
FEVERISH MATING RITUALS. 

BY THE AGE OF 1 2 IT FINALLY DAWNED ON ME THAT, YES, I TOO WAS A SEXUAL BEING 



JUST LIKE ROBERT TAYLOR AND GARY COOPER AND TYRONE POWER AND NELSON EDDY, 
PROBABLY CAPABLE OF, WELL...CAPABLE OF SOMEDAY KISSING A GIRL, GETTING MARRIED AND 
BECOMING A FATHER? THE THOUGHT WAS "UNNERVING" TO SAY THE LEAST! I RARELY 
THOUGHT ABOUT IT, BUT AT RECESS ON THE SCHOOL PLAYGROUND WE GRADE SCHOOL BOYS 
SOMEHOW GOT MORE AND MORE OF A KICK OUT OF CHASING THE GIRLS AND ROUNDING THEM UP 
IN THE BASEMENT STAIRWELL ON THE BUILDING'S WEST SIDE WHERE THEY'D SCREAM AND 
SQUIRM IN MOCK TERROR. OUR GLANDS WERE OBVIOUSLY TELLING US THAT SOMETHING 
IMPORTANT WAS IMPENDING! 

MY FIRST PRE-ADOLESCENT "CRUSH" WAS ON A RATHER SHY, DEMURE AND 
SOPHISTICATED CLASSMATE WHOSE VERY NAME MADE ME BLUSH AND SHIWER! HER NAME 
WAS SHIRLEY NEER. I REALLY GOT ALL “TWITTERPATED," JUST LIKE TOM SAWYER AND BECKY 
THATCHER IN THE 1 937 MOVIE VERSION OF TOM SAWYFRt | COULDN'T GET HER OUT OF MY 
MIND. I'D RIDE MY BIKE PAST HER HOUSE IN NORTHEAST ELLENDALE HOPING AGAINST HOPE 
THAT I'D CATCH A "GLIMPSE" OF HER ANGELIC FORM AFTER SCHOOL HOURS. ONLY ONCE DID I 
GLIMPSE HER GO UP THE STEPS AND INTO HER FRONT DOOR, AND THE THRILL OF THAT 
GLIMPSE LASTED FOR MONTHS! 

I ALSO SECRETLY WORSHIPPED MALCOLM GODDARD'S OLDER SISTER PATRICIA. THE 
GODDARDS PUBLISHED THE NEWSPAPER AND THE FAMILY LIVED IN AN IMPRESSIVE HOUSE 
ACROSS THE STREET FROM KEITH SEHNERT. I SAY "IMPRESSIVE" BECAUSE IT HAD A BIG 
VICTORIAN-STYLE VERANDA, ALWAYS A SIGN OF LUXURY, IN MY BOOK. PATRICIA WAS, IN MY 
EYES, A "BLOND GODDESS" WHO SORT OF LANGUIDLY FLOATED WHEN SHE WALKED AND WHO 
WAS AS GLAMOROUS AS JEAN HARLOW, IF NOT MORE SO. SHE WAS OLDER THOUGH, REALLY OUT 
OF THE QUESTION FOR ME BECAUSE SHE WAS PROBABOLY 14 OR 15, PRACTICALLY AN OLD 
WOMAN TO A NINE YEAR OLD. 

(I WAS SO STUNNED AND SADDENED IN LATER YEARS TO HEAR OF MALCOLM'S TRAGIC 
CHRISTMAS ACCIDENT AND DEATH.) 

IN THOSE IDYLLIC GRADE SCHOOL PRE-PUBESCENT YEARS THE MERCILESS SWEET 
SIREN CALLS OF UNRELENTLESS DESIRE WERE FORTUNATELY STILL AHEAD OF US ON OUR 
HORIZONS IN HIGH SCHOOL AND BEYOND. (I DIDN'T GET MARRIED UNTIL I WAS 27. WE 
CELEBRATE OUR 40TH WEDDING ANNIVERSARY ON AUGUST 22 THIS YEAR, 1994) 

THE COUNTY JAIL WAS IN THE COURT HOUSE BASEMENT WHERE AS WE CROSSED THE 
LAWN TO SCHOOL WE COULD SEE THE UNFORTUNATE PRISONERS GAZING OUT AT US THROUGH 
THE BARRED WINDOWS, A CONSTANT REMINDER TO OBEY THE LAW. EARLY ON WE LEARNED 
THAT DISOBEYING THE LAW RESULTED IN PUNISHMENTS LIKE THAT BLEAK BASEMENT JAIL, 
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BUT I WAS NEVER AWARE THAT THE TOWN OR COUNTY HAD ANY REALLY SERIOUS HEADLINE¬ 
MAKING PROBLEMS WITH LAW AND ORDER LIKE SO MANY BIG CITIES HAD IN THE 30'S. 

MY DAD HAD TO FIRE ONE OF HIS PLANT EMPLOYEES WHEN THE MAN BECAME AN 
ALCOHOLIC. MY DAD INSISTED HIS MEN BE ON TIME FOR WORK AND PUT IN A CONSCIENTIOUS 
GOOD DAYS WORK FOR THE PAY. MY FATHER DIDN'T THINK MUCH OF LABOR UNIONS IN THOSE 
YEARS AND ELLENDALE HAD NO UNIONS THAT I WAS AWARE OF. HE CHANGED HIS MIND LATER 
IN LIFE. 

THE NEAREST HOSPITAL WAS IN ABERDEEN 40 MILES TO THE SOUTH. THE HOLTE 
HEARSE PROBABLY SERVED AS AN AMBULANCE IF SOMEONE NEEDED TO BE RUSHED TO THE 
HOSPITAL. PROVERTY DID EXIST IN ELLENDALE BUT I WAS NEVER AWARE OF ANYONE BEING 
COMPLETELY DESTITUTE OR ABANDONED. THERE WERE NO STREET BEGGARS OR PEOPLE LIVING 
ON THE STREETS AS I SAW IN N.Y.C. WHEN I LIVED THERE. THE W. P. A. WAS A LIFE-SAVER 
THEN AS WELL AS IN OTHER PARTS OF F.D.R.’S NATION. ONE OF MY UNCLES IN GARRISON KNEW 
ALL ABOUT DIGGING DITCHES. IN ELLENDALE I GOT USED TO SEEING THE WOMEN CROWDED 
INTO THE SOUTH EAST CORNER BASEMENT SEWING ROOM OF THE COURTHOUSE, WHERE THEY 
MADE $5.00 PER WEEK WORKING 10 HR. DAYS. MY MOTHER TOOK MACARONI HOT DISHES TO A 
NEIGHBOR WHO WORKED THERE. SHE HAD NO HUSBAND, AN AGED DYING MOTHER, A CRIPPLED 
SON WHO COULDN'T WORK AND A 4 YEAR OLD DAUGHTER WHO WAS BAREFOOT MOST OF THE 
YEAR. THEN THERE WAS "OLD LADY DOCKERY' WHO LIVED IN A RAMSHACKLE HOUSE SOUTH OF 
MAINSTREET WHO MADE THE ROUNDS OF THE GARBAGE DUMPS BEHIND EACH PLACE OF 
BUSINESS SCAVENGING FOR FOOD AND ANYTHING OF VALUE. I'VE NEVER FORGOTTEN HER GAUNT 
BEDRAGGLED FIGURE, HER FORLORN EYES, HER LONG STRAGGLY HAIR, HER OBVIOUSLY PAIN 
WRACKED BODY, PICKING THROUGH THE SMOLDERING REFUSE HEAPS IN THE ALLEYS OF 
ELLENDALE. “BAG LADIES" ARE COMMON SIGHTS IN MANY CITIES TODAY. 

OVER RANDALL'S STORE WAS THE TOWN OPERA HOUSE, A 2ND STORY AUDITORIUM FOR 
MEETINGS, PARTIES, PLAYS AND MUSICALS. BY TODAYS STANDARDS IT WAS HARDLY 
"HANDICAPPED ACCESSIBLE." YOU HAD TO CLIMB A LOT OF STAIRS. IT WAS WHERE I SAW MY 
FIRST COLLEGE PLAY. IT WAS ABOUT 1 937, I THINK. IT WAS JANE FYRF. STAGED BY SOMEONE 
AT THE "N.I.", AND I KNEW RIGHT THEN, SUBCONSCIOUSLY, THAT I WANTED TO SEE MORE 
PLAYS, BE IN PLAYS, BUILD STAGE SETS, MAKE COSTUMES AND DIRECT PLAYS. THE STAGE 
WAS A PLACE OF MAGIC, OF MAKE-BELIEVE, A WHOLE NEW WORLD OF IDEAS, EMOTIONS AND 
WONDERMENT, BETTER THAN MOVIES AT THE LYRIC, BECAUSE THE ACTORS WERE LIVING, 
BREATHING BEINGS RIGHT THERE IN FRONT OF YOU? SO I WENT ON TO MAKE THEATRE MY 
LIFE'S WORK. 




WE KIDS PLAYED ALL OVER TOWN WHEN NOT IN SCHOOL. WE PLAYED AT THE PARK, 
THE SWIMMING POOL, AT THE STOCK YARDS, IN THE FARM IMPLEMENT YARDS, IN THE 
ELEVATORS, IN OUR BACK YARDS, IN THE TREES, ON ROOFTOPS, IN BARNS, ON THE SCHOOL 
PLAYGROUND, IN THE HAYSTACKS WEST OF TOWN, AT THE MILE BRIDGE ON THE GREAT 
NORTHERN TRACKS EAST OF TOWN, ON THE POND NORTH OF OUR HOUSE CREATED BY THE 
MELTING SNOW EVERY SPRING. (WE BUILT RAFTS TO CATCH FROGS AND HAVE MOCK SEA 
BATTLES.) AND BECAUSE WE LIVED NEXT TO THE COURTHOUSE WE PLAYED IN THERE AND ON 
THE LAWN AND UP THE GIANT PINE TREE IN FRONT OF THE STEPS. WHEN WILLIAM LANGER 
WAS CAMPAIGNING FOR GOVERNOR HE CAME TO ELLENDALE TO SPEAK IN THE COURTROOM ON 
THE 2ND FLOOR. IT WAS A HOT EVENING SO THE WINDOWS WERE ALL OPEN. (NOTHING IN 
ELLENDALE WAS AIR CONDITIONED THEN.) KEITH AND I, SPROUTING THE SAME DEVILISH 
HORNS WE'D USED ON JACK MILLER, THREW SPOILED TOMATOES UP INTO THE WINDOWS AND 
THEN CLIMBED THE BIG PINE TREE AND HID WHILE FRANK THE JANITOR CAME STOMPING OUT 
TO CATCH US. TO THIS DAY I DON'T KNOW WHY HE DIDN'T THINK TO LOOK UP AT US HIDING IN 
THAT TREE! HAD WE BEEN CAUGHT WE COULD HAVE BEEN "TARRED-AND-FEATHERED" OR AT 
LEAST "BOILED IN OIL." ( OUR IMAGINATIONS ALWAYS RAN WILD!) LANGER WON THE 
ELECTION DESPITE OUR YOUTHFUL HECKLING DISPLAY OF LOBBED ROTTEN VEGETABLES. 

OTHER MEMORABLE HIGHLIGHTS OF ELLENDALE SUMMERS THOSE YEARS INCLUDED THE 
ANNUAL ARRIVAL OF THE ART B. THOMAS CARNIVAL WITH ITS MANY SIDE SHOWS AND ALSO 
THE JAY GOULD TRAVELLING STAGE SHOW WITH ITS LIVELY ORCHESTRA, DANCING GIRLS AND 
VAUDEVILLE ACTS. THE FORMER SET UP RIGHT ON MAIN STREET. JAY GOULD'S STAGE WAS 
USUALLY SET-UP IN THE LOT AND STREET BACK OF LYNDE'S GARAGE. JAY AND HIS TROUP OUT 
OF MINNESOTA BROUGHT BIG-TIME CLASS ENTERTAINMENT TO THE MIDWEST. I'D NEVER SEEN 
VAUDEVILLE STUNTS BEFORE EXCEPT FOR CERTAIN SKITS HEARD ON RADIO DURING JACK 
BENNY, FRED ALLEN, AND FIBBER MCGEE PROGRAMS. NOW WE COULD THRILL TO LIVE DOG 
TRICKS, COMEDIANS, JUGGLERS, TUMBLERS AND EXOTIC DANCING BY SUCH "WORLD 
RENOWNED" STAGE STARS AS "TOSSIE AND OSSIE." I REMEMBER WATCHING OLDER LOCAL 
GIRLS MAKING ROMANTIC OVERTURES TO YOUNG EDDIE GOULD BEHIND THE STAGE BETWEEN 
NUMBERS. HE WAS THE FAMILY'S YOUNGEST AND MOST ELIGIBLE MALE AT THE TIME AND HE 
WAS OBVIOUSLY ON-THE-PROWL. 

ART B. THOMAS PROVIDED THE USUAL BREATH-TAKING CARNIVAL RIDES. I ALMOST 
THREW-UP AFTER MY FIRST RIDE ON THE TILT-OWHIRL AND I WONDERED IF MY HEART 
WOULD STOP ON THE SWINGS, BUT BY AGE 10 I'D OUTGROWN THE BORING MERRY-GO-ROUND 
AND FERRIS WHEEL. EACH TENT IN THE SIDE SHOWS WAS A "GYP-JOINT" OF SOME KIND. 


THOSE TYPES FASCINATED ME MORE THAN ANYTHING ELSE. TO WATCH PEOPLE PAYING HARD- 
EARNED MONEY TO SEE THE HALF-MAN/HALF-WOMAN, OR THE FATTEST WOMAN ON EARTH, 
SWORD SWALLOWERS AND FIRE EATERS AND FORTUNE TELLERS. TOPPING ALL OTHERS, 
HOWEVER, WAS THE WILEY MEDICINE MAN. HE USUALLY HAD A LIVE GRIZZLED OLD INDIAN 
SITTING IN FEATHERED COSTUME ON HIS PLATFORM TO DRAW THE CROWD WHILE HE PITCHED 
BOTTLES OF MIRACLE MEDICINE GUARANTEED TO CURE EVERY PHYSICAL AND MENTAL MALADY 
IN THE BOOK, AND EVEN SOME HE MADE-UP. HE RANTED AND SLOBBERED IN FLORID, 
MELODRAMATIC DETAIL LIKE THE OLD-FASHIONED PREACHER AT A REVIVAL MEETING. THE 
TECHNIQUES WERE THE SAME. 

I KNEW THE GUY MUST BE A FAKE TO MAKE SUCH WILD CLAIMS FOR THE COLORED 
LIQUID IN THOSE BOTTLES AND I WAS ALWAYS AMAZED TO SEE THE NUMEROUS HANDS GO UP 
WAVING DOLLAR BILLS ACTUALLY BEGGING TO BUY THE STUFF AS THE TWO MEN WORKED THE 
CROWD STUFFING DOLLAR BILLS INTO THEIR POCKETS WHILE HANDING OUT THE LITTLE 
BOTTLES. HE COULD CLEAN UP SEVERAL HUNDRED DOLLARS IN JUST ONE EVENING! EARLY ON, 
IN ELLENDALE, I LEARNED THE POWER OF SUGGESTION AND WISHFUL THINKING. TODAY'S TV, 
RADIO AND PRINT ADVERTIZING SKILLFULLY AND BRAZENLY CARRY ON THE TRADITION. ONLY 
LATER IN HIGH SCHOOL DID I LEARN ABOUT P.T. BARNUM AND HIS CLASSIC CLAIM ABOUT 
SUCKERS BEING BORN EVERY MINUTE. 

A FEATURE OF AFTER SCHOOL ENTERTAINMENT FOR US GRADE SCHOOL KIDS INCLUDED 
SUCH RADIO PROGRAMS AS LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE AND CAPTAIN MIDNIGHT SPONSORED BY 
ANOTHER BUT MORE REPUTABLE ELIXER, CALLED OVALTINE. THE PRODUCT IS STILL IN YOUR 
NEIGHBORHOOD GROCERY IN BOTH THE ORIGINAL AND CHOCOLATE FLAVORS. SINCE I WAS IN 
GRADE SCHOOL A PERFECT EXAMPLE OF THE 97 POUND WEAKLING, I DRANK GALLONS OF 
OVALTINE RELIGIOUSLY TO MAKE ME LOOK MORE LIKE CHARLES ATLAS AND SOUND MORE LIKE 
JACK ARMSTRONG AND CAPTAIN MIDNIGHT. YES, EVEN IN THE GRADES I ENVIED THOSE WHO 
HAD BULGING MUSCLES AND BODIES LIKE ROMAN GLADIATORS. MEASLES, MY FIRST YEAR IN 
ELLENDALE HAD LEFT ME WITH WEAKENED EYESIGHT: NEAR SIGHTEDNESS AND ASTIGMATISM. 

I GRADUALLY LOST INTEREST IN SPORTS BECAUSE I COULDN'T SEE THE BALL WITHOUT MY 
GLASSES AND I KNEW WHAT THEY'D COST IF I BROKE THEM. I PUT UP A BRAVE BUT PATHETIC 
FRONT STUMBLING AROUND WITHOUT MY GLASSES IN GYM CLASSES. IT WAS A BLOW FOR MY 
DAD BECAUSE I'M SURE HE WAS HOPING I'D BECOME A STAR BASKETBALL PLAYER AS HE HAD 
BEEN IN GARRISON HIGH SCHOOL IN THE 1 920’S. FORTUNATELY, NO ONE IN ELLENDALE EVER 
CALLED ME "FOUR EYES" AS THEY DID IN THE MITCHELL SCHOOL WHEN WE MOVED THERE IN 
1 939. I'VE HAD GREAT SYMPATHY FOR THE PHYSICALLY CHALLENGED EVER SINCE. WE LEARN 
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TO DO THE BEST WE CAN WITH WHAT WE'VE GOT! 

OUR FIRST RESIDENCE WHEN WE MOVED FROM BISMARCK TO ELLENDALE WAS A 2 
ROOM APARTMENT ABOVE JORGENSON'S TAILOR SHOP BETWEEN VAN HORN'S GROCERY AND 
GRAHAMS LAW OFFICES ON MAIN STREET. ONE MORNING THE BARE ELECTRICAL CORD TO MY 
ELECTRIC TRAIN GROUNDED ON THE STEAM HEATING PIPE IN OUR LIVING ROOM. THE 
ELECTRICAL FLASH INSTANTLY SET THE ROOM ON FIRE. SMOKE BILLOWED OUT THE OPEN 
SCREEN WINDOW FACING THE STREET ACROSS FROM LEIBY'S DRUG STORE. ED LEIBY THE 
PORTLY DRUGGEST SAW THE SMOKE, GRABBED HIS FIRE EXTINGUISHER RAN ACROSS THE 
STREET AND BOUNDED UP THE STAIRS TO OUR APARTMENT. IN A MATTER OF MINUTES HE'D 
COMPLETELY SQUELCHED THE FLAMES. ONLY THEN DID THE VOLUNTEER FIRE DEPARTMENT 
FROM CITY HALL ARRIVE ALONG WITH MY WORRIED DAD FROM THE POWER PLANT. WITH THE 
DANGER GONE, THE CROWD THAT HAD GATHERED GRADUALLY DISPERSED. A CLOSE CALL, BUT 
WE LEARNED TO HAVE A WORKING FIRE EXTINGUISHER IN THE HOUSE WHEREVER WE LIVED 
FROM THEN ON. WE NEVER STOPPED THANKING ED LEIBY AND MADE SURE THAT THEREAFTER 
WE BOUGHT OUR DRUGS AND ICE CREAM SODAS IN HIS ESTABLISHMENT. 

IN THE 1 950'S WHEN I WAS DOING GRADUATE STUDIES AT THE UNIVERSITY OF IOWA IN 
IOWA CITY, BILL RANDALL AND BOB COLEMAN STOPPED BY TO VISIT US DRIVING ELLENDALE'S 
NEW FIRE TRUCK. I FELT THE SAME EXCITEMENT AND PRIDE THAT THEY DID, FOR I KNEW 
WHAT IT MEANT TO THE PRIDE AND SAFETY OF ELLENDALE. 

KEITH’S MOTHER, RUTH SEHNERT, MANAGED THE ELENDALE BAKERY AFTER HER 
HUSBAND, OTTO, DIED IN HIS EARLY 30'S. SHE LATER GOT HER TEACHING DEGREE AND TAUGHT 
AT WINSHIP SCHOOL NEAR THE STATE LINE. ON BLUSTERY WINTER SATURDAYS WHEN IT WAS 
TOO NASTY OUT TO GO ICE SKATING, (ELLENDALE'S CITY FATHERS USUALLY FLOODED THE 
VACANT LOT NORTH OF BLUMER'S GROCERY.) MRS. SEHNERT WOULD LET US BOYS PLAY IN THE 
BAKERY’S BASEMENT WITH THE CARDBOARD BOXES THAT WERE USED BY ARTHUR "TUFFY” 
WADE, KEITH'S UNCLE, TO TRANSPORT BREAD TO NEARBY TOWNS. BILL RANDALL'S DAD ALSO 
LET US PLAY IN THE BASEMENT OF RANDALL'S BIG STORE ON SEVERAL WINTERY SATURDAYS. I 
WAS FASCINATED BY THE CLOTHING, HIGH-BUTTON POINTED SHOES AND HUGE PRE-WWI 
WOMEN'S HATS FROM EARLIER DAYS IN THE 20TH CENTURY STORED ON SHELVES DOWN IN 
RANDALL'S BASEMENT 

BILL'S MOTHER SANG SOLOS IN OUR METHODIST CHURCH CHOIR FROM TIME TO TIME. 
THE BEAUTY OF HER VOICE IS IMPOSSIBLE TO DESCRIBE WITH MERE WORDS. I'VE NEVER 
HEARD ANYONE SINCE WHO COULD MATCH HER UNIQUE, MAGNIFICANT SOPRANO QUALITY. I 
ALWAYS ENVIED BILLY NOT ONLY BECAUSE HE HAD A MOTHER WHO COULD REALLY SING LIKE 


AN ANGEL, BUT WHO HAD A LITTLE SISTER, NAMED "JOANIE", WHO LOOKED PRETTIER THAN 
THOSE PICTURES IN THE LIBRARY BOOKS OF FAIRY PRINCESSES. I DID GET A LOVELY LITTLE 
SISTER OF MY OWN IN BEMIDJI IN 1 942, JULIANN, BUT I WAS 16 BY THEN AND I HARDLY 
EVER SAW HER I WAS SO INVOLVED IN SCHOOL PLAYS AND MY JOB USHERING AT A LOCAL MOVIE 
THEATRE. BY THE TIME SHE WAS EIGHT I HAD LEFT HOME TO GO TO GRADUATE SCHOOL, 
MARRIAGE, 2 CHILDREN OF MY OWN AND A TEACHING CAREER. 

THE MOST MEMORABLE EXPERIENCE FROM THOSE ELLENDALE YEARS INVOLVES THE 
LESSON THAT THE RADIO SHOW GANGBUSTERS PREACHED- ALL ABOUT G-MEN CHASING AND 
CAPTURING CROOKS. GANGBUSTERS TRIED TO TEACH THAT CRIME DOES NOT PAY! OH, HOW 
TRUE THAT TURNED OUT TO BE! ONE SUMMER MORNING KEITH AND I WENT TO MAUNU'S HOUSE 
TO SEE IF NORMAN WANTED TO COME PLAY WITH US. WHEN NO ONE ANSWERED OUR KNOCK ON 
THE BACK SCREEN DOOR WE SURREPTITIOUSLY OPENED THE DOOR AND ENTERED THE KITCHEN 
AND KNOCKED AGAIN ON THE TABLE. STILL NO RESPONSE. THEN WE SPOTTED THE TEMPTING 
ARRAY OF FRESHLY BAKED COOKIES NORMAN'S MOTHER HAD EVIDENTLY JUST THEN TAKEN OUT 
OF THE OVEN. GOD ALMIGHTY, THEY SMELLED GOOD! OUR LITTLE DEVIL HORNS SPROUTED 
AGAIN. WE LOOKED AT EACH OTHER, THEN AT THE COOKIES, THEN AGAIN AT EACH OTHER. YUP! 
NO ONE WOULD EVER MISS JUST ONE OF THOSE DELICIOUS-SMELLING COOKIES. WE EACH 
PICKED UP A COOKIE AND TOOK ONE SCRUMPTIOUS BITE. YUMM! OATMEAL RAISIN! 
SUDDENLY, THE FRONT DOOR SLAMMED! O'M’GOSH! IT MUST BE NORMAN'S MOTHER! WE 
RUSHED TO THE BACK DOOR COOKIES IN HAND AND LEAPED OFF THE BACK STEPS. KEITH RAN 
TO THE RIGHT; I RAN TO THE LEFT. WE TORE AROUND THE HOUSE LICKETY CLIP FULL SPEED 
AND SMASHED RIGHT INTO EACH OTHER, COOKIES FLYING INTO THE AIR! KEITH'S FOREHEAD 
DROVE MY UPPER TEETH THROUGH MY UPPER LIP! THE BLOOD FLOWED! YES, THERE WAS A 
GOD AND DIDN'T HE SAY THOU SHALL NOT STEAL? TALK ABOUT JUSTICE! JUST LIKE ON 
GANGBUSTERS\ AND WE WERE PUNISHED FOR OUR CRIME, ALMOST IMMEDIATELY. LIGHTNING 
COULDN'T HAVE BEEN MORE SWIFT OR MORE EFFECTIVE! KEITH HELPED ME LIMP DOWN THE 
ALLEY BACK HOME WE COULDN'T START BAWLING UNTIL WE CONFRONTED MY MOTHER. WE 
HAD TO LET OUR YOWLS OUT FOR SURE THEN THOUGH SO THAT SHE'D FEEL SORRY FOR US. 
THEN WE'D TELL HER THE SORDID DETAILS OF OUR BLACK TRANSGRESSION. WE DIDN'T GET A 
LICKING. OH NO, THAT WOULD HAVE BEEN TOO EASY. INSTEAD, WE HAD TO CONFESS AND 
APOLOGIZE TO NORMAN'S MOTHER. THAT WAS THE HARD PART. THE DOCTOR SEWED MY LIP 
BACK TOGETHER AND I SUFFERED FOR WEEKS UNTIL IT HEALED SO I COULD EAT NORMALLY 
AGAIN. OH, THE MANY LESSONS WE LEARNED BACK THERE IN GRADE SCHOOL, IN THE AWESOME 
SCHOOL OF LIFE! 






I DIDN'T GET A BICYCLE UNTIL MY 11TH BIRTHDAY. IT COST $1 7.95 FROM WARDS. I 
RODE IT ALL OVER TOWN USUALLY WITH KEITH AND HIS BLACK COCKER SPANIEL, SNOOPER. 
SEVERAL TIMES I EVEN RODE 5 MILES SOUTH OF TOWN TO VISIT THE HESS FAMILY WHO WERE 
FRIENDS WHO LIVED ON A S.D. FARM A MILE FROM WINSHIP. I HAD NO LOCK FOR MY BIKE AND 
I COULD PARK IT ANYWHERE WITHOUT FEAR OF HAVING IT STOLEN. I USED THAT SAME BIKE 
THROUGH HIGH SCHOOL AND COLLEGE IN BEMIDJI AND GAVE IT TO MY YOUNG SISTER TO USE 
WHEN I LEFT HOME TO GO ON TO GRADUATE SCHOOLS IN DENVER, IOWA CITY AND NEW YORK. I 
STILL RIDE A BICYCLE TODAY, FOR EXERCISE AND THE FUN OF IT ON THE BIKE TRAILS ALONG 
THE BIG SIOUX RIVER IN SIOUX FALLS, S.D. I DIDN'T GET A CAR UNTIL 1 967 WHEN I WAS 41. I 
GUESS THE DEPRESSION YEARS HAD TAUGHT US A LOT ABOUT DOING WITHOUT AND SAVING FOR 
THE "RAINY DAY." I DIDN'T WANT TO PAY INTEREST; THAT QUIRK I'D LEARNED FROM MY DAD 
IN ELLENDALE. HE ALWAYS PAID CASH. SO MY WIFE AND I SAVED OUR MONEY UNTIL WE 
COULD PAY CASH FOR OUR FIRST AUTOMOBILE, A GREEN, BEAUTIFUL, SPANKING NEW, 1 967 
PLYMOUTH STATION WAGON. 

MY FINAL MEMORY OF ELLENDALE WAS PLAYING IN THE TUNNELS THEY WERE DIGGING 
FOR THE FOUNDATION OF THE NEW SCHOOL GYMNASIUM. I NEVER GOT TO SEE OR USE THE 
COMPLETED BUILDING BECAUSE MY PARENTS, MY BROTHER AND TONY OUR GREY CAT MOVED 
TO MITCHELL, S.D., TO BEGIN THE NEXT CHAPTER IN OUR LIVES. 

I DIDN'T WANT TO LEAVE, BUT MY DAD HAD BEEN PROMOTED TO A BETTER JOB IN A 
LARGER POWER PLANT. YOUTHFUL EXPERIENCES HAVE A PROFOUND EFFECT ON OUR LIVES. I 
LEARNED MANY VALUABLE LESSONS IN ELLENDALE THAT PERMANENTLY INFLUENCED THE WAY 
I THINK, THE WAY I DO THINGS, THE WAY I FEEL. AND THIS I KNOW FOR SURE, THAT A LARGE 
CHUNK OF MY HEART IS STILL IN ELLENDALE. DOLLARS TO DOUGHNUTS, THERE ARE OTHERS 
AT THIS REUNION TONIGHT WHO FEEL THE SAME WAY! 


JUNE 24, 1994 


